CHAPTER 214 


November 27, 2011 


“Ladies and Gentlemen, the moment you've all been waiting for.” 
“Oh no. Not this bull**** again.” 


If it wasn’t immediately obvious from the sound of Teddie’s voice echoing through 
the darkness as to the predicament Justin had found himself in again, it was 
certainly the loud, piercing sound of a buzzer trying to cover up his foul mouth. 
Justin wasn’t sure what was more annoying, the fact that he seemed to be getting 
dragged here against his will on a regular basis, or the fact that all of this was just... 
well... incredibly stupid. Perhaps it was for that reason alone that Justin couldn’t 
help but slam his face into the podium he knew was in front of him, his forehead 
unintentionally sounding off the buzzer attached to his stand in the process. You 
would think that Teddie would have these things turned off before the show started, 
but alas, it was difficult to say what exactly the production values were behind this 
little game of his. It was clear he didn’t exactly have any form of quality control. 
Almost as clear as the light that had illuminated on Justin’s podium showcasing his 
score, dropping slowly but steadily as he held his head against the buzzer and 
murmured all sorts of curses under his breath. 


“It’s the show you've all been waiting for! At last, it’s the playoffs!” Teddie 
continued, ignoring the loud buzzing sound coming from Justin’s podium. And it 
would have gone on like that had Chie not started to feel around in the dark for 
Justin and smack him. She could understand the frustration, don’t get her wrong, 
but that buzzing noise was completely grating to the ears. He sprung back almost 
immediately. After all, Chie hit like a motherfucker, especially when she was angry 
or in a state of panic. | think the loud buzzing noise was enough to warrant a 
combination of the two. “I’m sure our viewers remember what happened last time. 
Those memorable qualifiers where Sensei won the day after a heated battle! All the 
emotion and drama is back tonight for another round! Just like last time... I’m your 
host, “On the Mark” Teddieson.” And within seconds, the darkness was cleared by 
the sudden burst of light into the stadium, mostly focused on Teddie of course, 
though there was some dim lighting on the rest of them. Justin just leaned against 
the podium with his elbows, holding his hands up with the palms of his hands. 
Everyone passed each other one of those ‘ here we go again’ looks. Even Yukiko, 
which was saying something because she was usually so excited about these kinds 
of things. Not to imply Teddie had done this more than once, but usually weird shit 
like this kind of found their way to the Investigation Team’s doorsteps. “Now let’s 
get this show on the road! With concentration, knowledge, and Teddie’s favor, go 
for the gold! It’s back: Midnight Trivia Miracle Quiz!” 


Lights sparkled and shone as the lights finally flashed down upon the investigation 
team; or at least the members that were present. Because for some inexplicable 
reason, despite the fact that everyone but Yu should have been eliminated, it was 
the EXACT same contestants. Honestly, it couldn’t be a lack of people, right? There 
was still Kanji, Rise, Maya, Naoto, and Kurt. EVERYONE could have been replaced; 
and given that Teddie had apparently set the reward to scoring with him, you would 
think he would want to maximize his chances of getting into a girl’s pants and at 
least swapped out Yosuke and Justin. At the VERY least. 


“It’s another show, alright. Not for any viewers, but for us.” Yosuke mumbled to 
himself with exasperation, rubbing at his temple with annoyance. Why was it that 
Teddie didn’t quite realize he had work: hell, Teddie had work too! Yosuke would 
fire his ass if it didn’t mean Teddie would get booted from the house; which while 
Yosuke wouldn’t object to it, everyone else probably would. Seriously, Yosuke would 
really like to have his floor back, what with Teddie’s futon seeming to take up the 
entire goddamn room. There was also the matter of exams being tomorrow; today 
was not a good idea to be bothering them with this shit. And you would think, that if 
this were a quiz show this actually might HELP with their studies, but the fact of the 
matter was that none of these questions had anything to do with anything. They 
were uSually stupid questions like ‘what color were the flowers down the street from 
the Amagi Inn,’ or some shit. 


“| had a feeling when Teddie called me up that it would be about this...” Chie 
groaned with disappointment. She probably should have trusted her instinct and 
just stayed home and studied. She really didn’t have time for this; none of them did, 
save maybe Justin and Yukiko, since neither really needed to study. At least Chie 
had the advantage of actually getting asked to come into the television for this 
bullshit, even if the actual intention for her entry into this world was under some 
rather secretive terms. Justin just sort of woke up here without any explanation. 
Honestly, he wouldn’t even be surprised if Maya was in on this and shoving him 
through the television screen by this point. Either that or at some point Teddie 
managed to get a key to Justin’s house. “Hey, how come it’s us playing again? | 
thought this was the playoffs.” 


“Ooh, good-eye, Chie-chan from Inaba! Is that some of the quiz ability you built up 
during the preliminaries!?” Teddie remarked as he slowly paced himself over to 
Chie’s podium. It was a very good question, but deep down they all knew the 
answer: because Teddie was actually a huge asshole and just didn’t feel like 
tormenting anyone other than those five people. Well, save perhaps Yu since one 
would assume he would return for the next match regardless, assuming there even 
was a next match. They thought Teddie was kidding about the whole playoffs round 
thing, or at the very least he’d get bored with this after what happened the first 
time. Sure enough, one strike. “You know, | wanted to call Rise-chan and Nao-chan. 
But they turned down my formal invitation.” 


“Wait... Does that mean you told them about the quiz show!?” Chie gasped with 
aggravated annoyance. Why were THEY being forced into this and they didn’t even 
get the option? Hell they were probably watching right now... Actually they probably 
were for shits and giggles. Justin just stared out to where he assumed one would 
logically put the camera on these kinds of shows; after all he sure as hell couldn’t 
see any lenses staring down his face. Didn’t mean he didn’t take the opportunity to 
start making faces. Chie of course jabbed him in the side again to get him to stop 
after a while, to which he went out with a bang by flipping off the invisible camera. 
Much to no one’s surprise, it got blurred out, and Justin lost yet another point. Justin 
was the only one who would consistently start off these games with a negative 
score. And he just did not give the slightest fuck. Why would he? These quizzes 
were nothing but a joke anyway. 


“Well, yeah. How else would they have been able to say no?” Teddie remarked with 
puzzlement, as if that were the stupidest question in the world. There was 
simultaneous facepalm between most every one behind a podium right now, minus 
perhaps Yukiko who would never think of slapping herself in the face. That would 
hurt after all. They had to wonder if Teddie saw the irony or not or if he really was 
this oblivious. NO ONE wanted to be here right now; everyone would have said no 
given the chance. Perhaps that’s why Teddie didn’t ask them; because he was right 
about one thing. No one could say no if he never asked them in the first place. And 
for him, not a no was a yes. 


“Are you kidding me!? There is something seriously wrong with you! Why didn’t we 
get an explanation!? 


“Come on, Yosuke. Do | really have to spell it out for you? If you guys didn’t come, 
we wouldn’t have any contestants, would we? And in that case, the producer— 
meaning moi—would be in trouble, wouldn’t he?” Teddie tried to appeal to the 
group’s sense of empathy. The problem with that however is that none of them had 
any empathy towards Teddie when he did shit like this, again, save Yukiko who was 
really too nice for her own good at times. Actually, just as a rule of thumb, Yukiko 
was always the exception in regards to any generalized statement regarding these 
quizzes. Justin immediately slammed his head into his podium again, thankfully 
missing the big red button in the center and saving the group the trouble of dealing 
with that buzzing. 


“NO ONE IS WATCHING! WE DON’T CARE!” Justin shouted, though his voice was 
muffled by a combination of the podium beneath his mouth and the hysterics he 
was in. He sounded like he was on the verge of tears, ready to cry with annoyance 
towards all this. | mean really, he had a total audience of zero people. He 
technically had a one million percent viewer increase since last time. You know, 
since anything times zero is still zero? Even if somehow there was some sort of 
network that approved of this timeslot and was monitoring Teddie’s show; it’s not 
like they were going to get more views than what they’re getting anyway. Who 


knows, maybe with the Midnight Channel shit over this will be the hot new thing on 
cable. Probably not though. Teddie of course didn’t care that Justin sounded like his 
spirit had just broken in half like a twig beneath a bulldozer, imply waltzing past him 
and his podium to make his way up to his hosting podium on the other side of the 
room. At least Chie gave Justin an uplifting pat on the back, though that really did 
very little to reassure Justin that everything would be alright. He sighed though, 
eventually raising his head from the podium enough so that his eyes could catch a 
hold of Teddie: no more, no less. 


“Come on everyone, how about it? | got another cue to move things along! It looks 
like our contestants are ready! Let’s begin the playoffs!” Teddie shouted before 
striking a pose, ready for action. Which was true in multiple senses of the word 
action given what the alleged prize of all this was. | think everyone was just sort of 
hoping Teddie was joking about that, though in the end even if he wasn’t, he knew 
they would just kick his ass before he tried anything funny. Unless maybe he 
swapped Chie and Yukiko out at the last second for one of the other girls. | mean 
they'd still kick his ass, but it might take them just a little longer to figure out what 
Teddie was truly after with this damn quiz show. Yosuke sighed, crossing his arm 
and shaking his head as he stared down at the big red button in front of him. 


“| don’t think we have much of a choice... Let’s just try to get through this.” Yosuke 
grimaced with annoyance. He knew if he didn’t agree with this Teddie would throw 
a tantrum, and let’s face it, Teddie was kind of their exit. He could make those 
televisions out disappear if he figured it would help him get what he wanted. Which 
was very deeply concerning if he was serious about scoring for a prize. They were 
gonna have to put up with Teddie’s bullshit for just a little longer. And then they 
would all have to agree never to jump through the television screen on Teddie’s 
request ever again. They knew better now. Justin sighed before pushing himself 
away from the podium into a ready position. 


“| never try anything. | just do it.” Justin remarked rather cockily cracking his 
knuckles a bit. Oh he had no intention to win as would soon become very clear, but 
at the very least he was going to put on a show... Okay, maybe not even that, but 
he wasn’t going to be slitting his wrists anytime soon. The rest of the group just sort 
of shrugged before getting into position. Guess who the exception was? Yes, Yukiko 
had been ready for quite a long time. Oh she definitely didn’t want that prize, but 
she did want the sweet taste of victory. She’d just refuse the prize when Teddie 
went to award it and pass it onto whoever the runner-up was. God have mercy on 
their soul. 


“Now for the first question!” Teddie shouted over the sound of Justin trying to bea 
smartass as usual. “How many row from the front is Chie’s desk in her class?” 
Everyone simply stood there, hell Justin just sort of leaned against his podium. Oh, 
most of them knew the answer, Justin and Chie in particular, what with sitting there 
on a regular basis after all. It was quiet, and for reason that need not be explained 


Teddie was very confused. He wasn’t as stupid as he made himself seem after all, 
he knew at the very least Chie knew that answer. He also knew she was wondering 
how he even knew that. “Um... Any moment now our contestants will buzz in with 
their answers... Any second... Someone? Anybody. Why aren’t any of you 
answerinnnnnnnnng!?” 


“A strange game. The only winning move is not to play.” Justin snarked. The simple 
fact of the matter was no one wanted that prize, and while they had all agreed to 
force themselves to go through with this, they all secretly had no intention of 
aiming to win. Except Yukiko, but she caught on very quickly that no one was 
answering these questions on purpose and held her tongue. Otherwise she’d be 
raking in the points right now. 


“Are you trying to get me fired!?” Teddie shouted with annoyance. The group’s 
reluctance to answer any questions could either have a great effect on the ratings 
in that it provided comedy value, or sent them plummeting down the toilet since no 
one was fucking playing the game. He was needless to say not very pleased that 
the group refused to answer anything. 


“Yeah, kinda.” Yosuke smirked, stretching his arms and yawning. Teddie soon 
began to stamp his foot and pout, as if to try and project his presence onto the 
group. He wanted to make it very clear that he was in charge here, and his order 
was for them all to start answering questions right fucking now. In that regard | 
think he might have been pleasantly and also unpleasantly surprised in that Justin 
smacked his hand against the buzzer, causing sound to bounce back and forth from 
podium to podium. He felt like being a smartass, and of course, being sure he lost 
was always a good thing in regards to this show of Teddie’s. 


“Forty two.” 


“That doesn’t even answer the question!” Teddie remarked with great disapproval. 

If he said fourty second, perhaps Teddie would consider it as at least answering the 
question, even if it was clear justin had no intention of answering the question right; 
what with there only being five rows and all. 


“Uh, excuse me. Forty two is the answer to life, the universe, and everything. Learn 
your shit please.” 


“You're not even trying!” 


“What are the shits I give?” Justin continued, hitting the buzzer a second time. That 
wouldn’t exactly have passed as a correct answer in jeapordy, but hey, who 
honestly cared about the quality of any of these answers. Teddie just groaned 
before slamming his face into the podium. He knew when everything was falling to 
shit. 


“Cut! Reshoot, from the top.” 


“Teddie, there are no cameramen.” 


